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Each person she met was unconsciously moulded
to some equally unconscious design. Life was a toy-
shop, every object waiting to be animated by a spark
of her own life. Under the dreamy confidence of her
half-closed eyes how could that cardboard river fail
to ripple? Was is not natural that each wooden tree
should disintegrate into a shimmer of leaves? Sarah
reflected sardonically on Lisa's human beings-
Mamachen had not yielded an inch to any recon-
struction. The Countess was immune from attributes
with time-fuses. You could count on her not to
explode a suitable sentiment at a suitable moment.
Dislike her though she did, Sarah recognised in the
Countess manipulation-proof material
Stanislas, no doubt, had taken after his mother.
He had declined to be built by Lisa just as he had
declined to be loved by Lisa. In vain she had tried
to sculpt in calico and etch on clay. Elusiveness had
been his stock-in-trade, each game had represented to
him a non-observance of the rules. "Why otherwise,"
he would argue reasonably, "use the word 'game'? I
am naturally not referring to cards which are, of
course, a serious matter."
Why is a code more binding than a law? Why
would we hide a murderer under our bed and turn
a cheat out of our house?
Stanislas had turned his instincts inside out,
examining them as if they were principles. He was